inclined to think that it wouldn't. I may be unlucky,
but I find that my enterprises never proceed along classical
lines.

Rust-chipping would probably prove to be a highly
skilled trade. They would laugh at the idea of a landsman
imagining that he could do it. There would be no vacancy.
Or if there were a vacancy it would be on a coastal steamer
bound for Toulon. Or there would be some strange per-
mit that had to be obtained from the police three months
prior to sailing. Or they would find that my eyesight
wasn't sufficiently good. Or they would insist on previous
experience. Reality is always so obstructive.

I smoked a cigarette and reconsidered my position.

One thing was clear. I must not let Beghin know that
I had lost the second camera. To do so would be to invite
immediate re-arrest. The Commissaire was out for con-
victions. Without the evidence of the camera I would
stand no chance of proving my innocence before an
examining magistrate. What a fool I had been! Now it
was more than ever necessary that I should clear up the
mystery for myself. I must take risks. I must know for
certain that Schimler had the cameras. I must be in a posi-
tion to convince Beghin. There was only one thing to
do. I would have to search the German's room.

The idea scared me. If I were caught, a charge of thiev-
ing would be added to my present troubles. But the
search had to be made. Besides, it was certain to be suc-
cessful. Should I make it now? My heart beating a little
faster than usual, I looked at my watch. Nearly three
o'clock. I would have to find out first exactly where
Schimler was at the moment. I must be cool and careful
about it. The phrase comforted me. Cool and careful. I
must keep my head. Soft shoes? Most necessary. A
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